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The fecond part of 

‘Bar, You mud away to court fir prcfcntly, 

A dozen captaines ftay at doorc for you. 

Fa/. Pay the mufitians firra/arcwelhoftefTe.farewcl Do!, 
you fee (my good wcnches)how men of merit are fought af- 
ter, the vndeferuer may fleepe, when the man of aftion is calld 
on.farewell good wenches, if I bee not fent away pofte, I will 
fee you againe ere I goc. 

'T)o(. 1 cannot fpeakeiif my heart be not ready to burfbwel 
fweete Iacke haue a care of thy felfe. 

Fal. Farewell/arewcll. exit. 

FTo/l. Well, fare tbee well, I haue knowne thee thefe twenty 
nine ycarcs, comepeafc-cod time, but an honefter, and truer 
hearted mamwel fare thee wel. 

Bard, Miftris Terc-fheete. 

Hofi. Whats the matter? 

Bard. Bid mift tis Tcre-lhcete come to my mailer, 

Hofl. O runne Doll, runne, runne good Doll, come, lb* 
comes blubberd,yea! will you come Doll? 

exeunt, 

inter the King in his night-gowne 

alone. 

King Go calhhe Earlesof Surrey and of War. 

But ere they come, bid them o're-reade thefe letters. 

And well confider of them, make good fpced. 

How many thoufand of my poorell fubiefts, 

Are at this howre afleepe? 6 fleepelo gentle fleep! 

Natures loft nurfe,how haue I frighted thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-liddes downe. 

And ftcep my fences in forgctfulneffe. 

Why rather fleepe liell thou in fmoaky cribbes, 

Ypon vneafic pallets fit etching thee. 

And hulht with buzzing night-flies to thy flumber, 

Then in the perfumde chambers of the great, 

° Vnder 
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Vnder the canopies ofcoftlyftate, 

And lulld with found of fwceteft melody? 

O thou dull god.whyli’ftc thou with the vile 

In lothfome beds, and leaueft the kingly couch, 

A watch-cafe, or a common larum bell? 

Wilt thou vpon the high and giddy niaue, 

Seale vp the fhip-boies eies, and rock e Ins braines. 

In cradle of the rude imperious (urge. 

And in the vifitation of the winds, 

Who take the ruffian pillowes by the top, 

Curlin'* their monftrous heads, and hanging them 
Witlfdeaffing clamour in theflipperv clouds. 

That with the hurly death it felfe awakes? 

Canfl thou, 6 partiall fleepe, giue them repofe, 

To the wet feafon in an howre fo rude. 

And in the calmefl, and mofl fill left night, 

With al appliances and meanesto boote. 

Deny it to a King? then (happy) low lie downe, 

Vncafie lies the head tliat wcares a crowne. 

inter Warmke $nrry,and fir lohn 

Blunt. 

War. Many good morrowes to your maieftie. 

King Is it good morrow' lords? 

War. Tis one a clocke,and paft. 

King Why then good morrow to you all my lords* 
Haue you read ore the letter that I fent you? 

War. We haue my liege. 

Kw Then you perceiue the body of our kingdortae, 
How foule it is, what rancke difeafes grow. 

And with what danger neare the heart of it. 

War. It is but as a body yet diftempered. 

Which to his former ftrength may be reftored. 

With good aduife and little medicine, 
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